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I Lave not room to explain to you here what I have undertaken to accomplish this year. Iii January next you can judge if I have been able to leave my study much. And yet I would like to find two months in which to travel for rest. You ask me for information about Sache. Sadie" is the remains of a castle on the Indre, in one of the most delicious valleys of Touraine. The proprietor, a man of fifty-five, used to dandle me on his knee. He has a pious and intolerant wife, rather deformed and not clever. I go there for him; and besides, I am free there. They accept me throughout the region"as a child; I have no value whatever, and I am happy to be there, like a monk in a monastery. I walk about meditating serious works. The sky is so pure, the oaks so fine, the calm so vast! A league away is the beautiful chateau d'Azay, built by SamblanQay, one of the finest architectural things that we possess. Farther on is Usse", so famous from the novel of '' Petit Jehan de SaintreY' Sadie* is six leagues from Tours. But not a woman! not a conversation possible! It is your Ukraine without your music and your literature. But the more a soul full of love is restricted physically, the more it rises toward the heavens. That is one of the secrets of cell and solitude.
Be generous; tell me much of yourself, just as I tell you much of myself. It is a means of exchanging lives. But let there be no deceptions. I have trembled in writing to you, and have said to myself: " Will this be a fresh bitterness? Will the heavens open to me once more only to drive me out ? "
Well, adieu, you who are one of my secret consolations, you, towards whom my soul, my thoughts are flying. Do you know that you address a spirit wholly feminine, and that what you forbid me tempts me immensely? You forbid me to see you ? What a sweet folly it would be to do so! It is a crime which I would make you pardon by are my only pleasures amid continual work.e, ande,
